NUDA   VERITAS

The French smiled, the Italians laughed, and the British
frowned. There were no Greeks for the Turks would not let
them land ! They remained on board a disreputable old liner
which flew no flag and was half hidden behind the British
flagship.

The arrival of our party at the Town Hall astonished the
Turks, especially as I was the only woman. Turks and
Allied officers were sitting on a verandah overlooking the sea,
discussing the latest developments and possibilities. I had
only been among them a few minutes and was enjoying a cup
of Turkish coffee when Colonel Sarou. the French military
attach^, invited me to go upstairs and see Mr. Franklin Bouillon,
who remained apart, refusing to be present at the conference
disputes. Probably he did not want to wrangle with the
British. Be that as it may, he remained hidden in a room
that formed his study by day and Ismet Pasha's bedroom by
night.

A fat jovial man with twinkling eyes and laughing face
greeted me, and after he had had a good look at me he
asked: ,

" And what are you doing here, madame ? "
" I am going to interview you/1 I said.
He laughed.

" You are the enfant terrible of Europe!"
Then after some conversation, during which he seemed to
be interviewing me more than I was interviewing him, he
asked suddenly with a mischievous twinkle:

" May one ask, madame, where you intend to sleep to*
night ? "

" I shall find some place, I suppose."
Then he became suddenly serious. "We will look
after you/' he volunteered; and he did (Though why,
considering I was a British subject and British ships
loomed largely in the port, and that I was writing
for America and had in fact no possible connection with
the French, he should have undertaken my protection was*
I suppose, another instance of the hand of Providence). He
took me back with him on board the French flagship to touch,
and Admiral Dumesnil, after a whispered conversation with